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THE LURE OF THE HIGH HEEL 



screamed with joy when he caught the garter 
tossed into the audience by a sloe-eyed strip- 

tocks, the soft throat, back and just about every 
part of the female person has served a symbolic 
interpretation of love—so does the high heeled 
shoe become a symbol of affection. 

can hold such fascination for a man? It was 


Freud who once explained that there are situa- 


frequently displaces the so-called normal parts 
of emotional interest, namely the bosom, legs, 
etc. The high heeled shoe is often of such elec¬ 
trifying excitement that without this fetich form 
of stimulation, the man is unable to properly 
function. Or, his lovemaking becomes inadequate 

Shoe and foot devotion has often been consid- 

in Ethiopa, it is regarded mandatory for a lesser 
official to greet his superior by kneeling on all 

of obsequious acknowledgment. During the re¬ 
cent uprising in Ethiopa, the world was pleasantly 

officials down on Til fours pissing the shoes of 
returning Hailie Selassie. Newspapers explained 
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DIARY OF A HIGH HEEL MODEL 


THURSDAY, APRIL 27 
Dear Diary: 

After so many months of job hunting, imagine 
my delight when a photographer called and said 
he wanted me to do a series of special shots. I had 

his photo studio and saw how he had set up spe- 
“This may startle you, at first,” explained the 

catalog of Fall clothes—namely wasp waist gowns, 
skin tight negligee, leather brassieres—you know, 

doing themselves for ideas in new leather gar- 

brassieres and panties with leather laces at the 
small of your back, but we have a special pair of 

a small triton—a three pronged spear used in the 
days of the magnificent Amazons —those huge 
women who refused to be ruled by men. 

The photographer then told me that I was to 
dress as Diana, Queen of the Hunt, according to 

and I never even felt the confines of a bone- 
ribbed leather corset—it had chain tight leather 
laces that squeezed my shoulder blades together 
so that I could hardly move my arms before me. 
“It’s going to be a real good pic,” predicted the 


With the aid of the wardrobe mistress, they 
prepared me for this unusual display of photos. 

consisted of blood red paint upon my lips to give 
a vivid lipstick color. The effect was so realistic 

toes, just dripping with red coloring down my 
chin. Then my eyebrows had to be speedily nar¬ 
rowed. With the use of tweezers, the hairs were 

and again as the tweezers went to work gripping 
of needles were stuck into my forehead. Thank 

applied over my eyes. It gave my face a surprised 
look. Vivid deep purplish hues were painted over 
the hollows of my cheeks to raise the cheekbones. 
The rest of my face and throat was covered with 
a shockingly white powder. When I examined 

Oh, dearest diary, you must know how they 

hers in a single braid effect. Did you ever hear 
of anything so unusual? Well, they yanked my 
hair until it was like a pony tail and then they 
did this single tail up in a braid. So that the braid 
would not come loose and spoil an expensive 

in the center, and stuck my braid through the 
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beneath the breastbone and around the waist line. 
When I was firmly sealed into the jerkin, I was 



Next came the magnificent leather hip boots. 
My foot squeezed into the unbelievably tiny space 
allotted for that part of my body. My toes were 

around I suddenly tilted forward. Fortunately, 
the photographer and wardrobe mistress caught 
me. “Wow!” I gasped. It was difficult to breathe 
because of the tight leather corset. “I guess I 

The wardrobe mistress explained, “The leather 
boots have matchstick heels... but they’re strong. 

heels? Exactly 14 inches! Yes, by wearing such 
high heeled leather boots, I’m compelled to walk 
with a slightly sloping position. This gives me an 
aggressive gait which photographs very well. The 
matchstick heels are so thin that I fairly feel like 

looking a ledge. My hunting spear was aimed at 
come caught in a bear trap. And how he did 

When the picture was taken, the photographer 
said, “This is going to make you intp an over- 

The next picture showed me with an enormous 
fish net; actually, the net was woven of soft rayon 


realistic. And the picture shows the way I toss 

into the soft shore of a foa J-flecked beach with 
the lapping waves just a few inches away. 

Another photo was taken in which I was in¬ 
volved in quite a battle with both other Amazons 

is very active as I stab and pin some of the fallen 
victims to the ground. 

Each photo emphasizes my leather outfit; with 
proper lighting, the leather is as sleek as lubri- 

In some scenes, it’s as though I were completely 
afire. But this is just a trick with red floodlights. 
But this assignment paid off, dear diary. No 

clothing manufacturer, than he started calling 
up friends of his to tell them of the superb new 

my life. 8 

SATURDAY, APRIL 29 
Dear Diary: 

This early afternoon, a female designer called 
me. She wanted to design some new bathing suits. 
She said that I could stay over for dinner because 

of this Saturday. Dear diary, I’m Joing to let you 
in on a secret that I wouldn’t tell to my best 
friend. The designer had me put on loose fitting 
satins and silks that were shaped in the form of 
bathing suits. And how did she get them skin 
tight upon my body? Here’s the secret-she took 
a small water hose and asked me to stand in the 
bathtub, wearing the loose clothing—and then she 
turned the hose right on myself! She drenched 

my beautiful golden locks were like shrivelled 
up coil springs. She splashes the water (fortu¬ 
nately it is lukewarm) right onto my face, soak- 
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ripped my silken sheath gown down the back, to 
my waist and parted the flaps. And all he did was 
draw long horizontal lines across my flesh, using 
special paint for the job. That’s all! This peculiar 

until he took the photo and it made me feel 
frightened. I was glad to leave. In fact, I was in 
such a hurry that I didn’t even stop to remove 
this theatrical paint. When I came home for a • 
bath, was I surprised! The paint had become 
dampened and was running. Yee gosh! In the 

from my shoulders all the way down. I could 
hardly wait to rub off such a grisly sight. Did 
the photographer win? I suppose so. But I won- 

stunt? Oh well, I’m sleepy now. This corset is 
getting so comfy that I never take it off, not even 

in love with that leather corset and begged the 
photographer to let me keep it. It’s smotheringly 
wonderful! Night! 

-THE END- 
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TORRID TORSO 

by Eddie Van Norton 
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and tapes in at 35-24-35. 
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